Room fer a Fovial-Tinker,. Old Braſs to mend. 
OK, Here is a Tinker full of Mettle, - . 
| The which can mend, pot, pan, or Kettle; 
For ſtopping of holes is his delight, 
His work goes forward day and night: 
If there be any Woman brave, 
W hoſe Couldrons need of mending have; 
Send for this Tinker, ne*r deny him, 
He'ldo your work well if you try him: 
A proof of him, i'le forthwith ſhow, 
Cauſe you his workmanſhip may know. 
8 The Tune is, Behold the man, & c 


„ 


T was a Lady ot the North, pls pꝛettp ſhearg and pinters, 
© Ge lov'd a Gentleman, ſo well they did agree, 
And knew not well what courſe to take, With a long Pike ſteff upon his neck,. - 
fo uſe him now and then; came triping o'ze the Wee: 
WMherekoze ſhe wait a Letter, With a hey, cc. TY 
and ſeal*d it with her hand, When he came to the Ladies houſe, 
And bid him be a Tinker, | - - he knocked at the gate, 
to mend both pot and Pan: 


Then ankwered this Lady gay, 
With a hey ho hey derry derry down, whoknocketh there ſo late? 
with hey trey down down derry, . - Tis J Madam the Tinker (aſd, - 
And when this merry Gentleman, : J wozk fox Gold and Fer, 
the Letter he did read, If p' have any bzoken Pots and Pang, 
Pe got a Budget on his back, | 


| | then bzing them all to me: 
and Apen with all ſped ; With a hey, Ec. 


Jn the bzavelt Tinker] : 
that liveth beneath the Sun 
Af you have any Wozk todo, 

ou ſhall hate il well dong: 
Jhave bjiſs wit zin my Budget, 
and punc hing under my Apꝛon, 
I'm tome unto your Ladyſbip, 
and mean to mend pour Cauldꝛon. 
With a hey ho hey derry derry down, 
with a hey trey down down dercy, 
I pzethee ſaid the Lady gay, 
- Szingniow thy Budget in, 
I habe Coe of wont koz thee to do, 
ic thou wilt once begin. 
Now when the Tinker he came in, 
that did the Budget bear, 
God bletg, quoth he, your' Ladyſhſp, 
God bleſs you Madam fair, 
With a hey ey, C. 
But when the Lady knew his face, 
the then began to wink, 
Paſt lufty Butler then, quoth the, 
to fetch the man ſome dzink, 
Give h m ſome meat as we vo tat, 
and dzink ag we do uſe, 
It is not fo2 a Tinkers trade, 
god liquoz fo refuſe. 
With a hey, cc. 
But when that he had eat and diunk, 
the truth ok all is ſc, 
Tye Lady tok, him by the fleeve, 
ber Mok to him to how, . 
Set up thy tools Linker, quoth ſhe, 
and ſee there be none lof, 
And mend he Ketfle hand: omely, 
what e're it voth me coſt, 
Witha hey, &. 


Pur Work 2avam ſh ul by well done, 


ik rou will pay me fo?'t, 
Foz every nail that J do dulbe, 
vou $:all give me a mark: 


Ik A do not duve the nail to'th bead, 


J'le lab. nothing foz my pain, 
And what 4 receive of pou, 
Call be ceturn'd again. 
With a hey, cc 
At laſt being tome into the room, 
where he the Moꝛzb chould do, 
The Lady lay down on the bed, 
lo did the Tinker toe. 


Ho kault af all this Tinker hath 


The Anker did his work fill well, 


the Lady was not offendev, 


But befoze that ſhe roſe from the bed, 


her Cauldzon was well mended. 
With a hey,&c. 


But when Fig Wozk was at an end, 


- whichhe d d in the dack, 


Ohe put h.r hand into her purſe, 


and gave him twenty mark, 
Here's mony fo thy UWo2d, laid e, 
and J thank thee foz thy pain: 


And wßen my Cauldzon mending lacks, 


Ile ſend ko; thee again. 
With a hey, &c. 
The Tinti he was well content, 
fo2 that which he had done, 
So fok his Budget on his back, 
and quickly he was gone, 
Then tte Lady to her Pusband went, 
O mp dear-quoth ſhe. 
J have ſec the bzavet.Tinker ar Wozk,- 
that eder pou did ſee. 
With a hey, &c. 


but he takes dear fo; his Mek: 
That little time Chat he wzouggt here 

t toſt me twenty mark. 
Ik pou had been lo wile qusth he, 

ko; to have held pour own, 


Be koze pou ſet him to his Wiozk, 


the pꝛice you might have known. 
With a hey, &c, 
Pꝛap hold — prace my Kozd, qv. the, 
A think it not to dear, 
If pou coold do t lo well, twould (ave . 
vou foztp pound a pear, - 
With chat the Lozd molt lovingly, 
fo make all ihings amends, 
Pe kindly kit his Lady gap, 
and ſo they both were friends, 
With a hey, &c. 
Peu rerip Tinkers every one, | 
th it bear this new made Sonnet, 
M.enes yp: doa Ladies Wozk, 
b. ſure you think upon tt. 
Dive home pour nails unto the head, 
and do your Wozk p:ofoundly 
And then no doubt your Piftreſles, 
will pay you ko it ſoundly, 
With a hey, &c. * 
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